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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first fiction on rockfic after a long permanence in the “twilight zone" of readers. English is not my 


native language, so forgive my spelling errors and let me know what you think about it! 


All| could see at first were blurry lights, going back to that night. 


| remember coming out from a window of the bus, soaked with hot coffee. | saw Lars screaming while Kirk 
was hurring up to get out of the fucking bus. It could have blown up in any moment, but still | was there in 
underwear and socks trying to realize what was going on. | felt dazed and confused as silence filled my ears, | 
couldn't hear Lars screaming as well as | couldn't feel the cold of being naked at ten below. | kept on feeling like 
that ‘til a hand grabbed my forearm: Kirk's. 

Slowly sounds began to be audible again, Kirk's voice with them. He was yelling at me, telling me to get away 
from the bus. | couldn't move at first but then | nodded and managed to walk away with him. The tourbus 
didn't blow up and everyone started feeling even colder in that terrible swedish night. 


No, not everyone. 


"Where's Cliff?" | panicked. 


The driver was standing right next to Lars, frantically yelling at everyone. | just wanted that guy to shut up 
or tell me where Cliff was. Maybe he was still in the bus. | ran straight to the vehicle without even thinking. 
Kirk called my name but | was already too busy. Busy in finding my best friend. 


"Cliff" | started calling his name. | tried to come back from the window | had come out but the bus was on its 


side and glass pieces were everywhere. The only thing | saw was a couple of bodies lying down inside it. "Shit!" | 


cursed. | had to find Cliff and made it quick. 


Soon my bandmates came to help me looking for him while the driver was still screaming and running in circle. 
He looked out of his fucking mind. Whatever. | didn't mind about him at that moment, | just wanted to help Cliff 
get out and check if he was okay. 


And that's when | heard somebody saying something | will never forget. 
"| think... | think I've found Cliff... 
It was Kirk's voice. 


| shoved the bus trying to run as fast as | could in the snow of the thicket we had ended up in. | fought the 
dizziness but ended up feeling it again when my eyes moved from Kirk's shocked expression to a pair of legs 
coming out from underneath the bus. Were they..? | almost choked and shuddered at the mere thought of my 
best friend and lover crushed by our bus. | istantly felt swept off my feet as my bandmates teary eyes were 
speaking my worst fear. | touched his right leg and he didn't move nor react in any way. 


"No.. No, he can't." | managed to whisper in disbelief. | had to do something. It couldn't just end like that, we 
didn't even know if he was still alive! Sure he was. Maybe he could have broken his legs, probably he was 


unconscious. 


"We'll take you out" | murmured before starting to push against the steel of the roof. Kirk and Lars weren't 
lifting a finger so | turned and angrily tried to shake them into helping me. My shouts soon grew mad and 
frustrated as Lars' tears streamed down his face. He was simply motionless. 

When the driver finally approached | hoped at least for him to help me, but he just bent his back and grabbed 
the rim of a blanket. 


"Nol" Kirk shouted. 
Soon enough | realized what he wanted to do. That man has no respect for Cliff nor for any of us, he was 


probably drunk too. Drunk and driving. It was fucking clear to me: it was his fault if our friend was trapped 
under the fucking bus. | just grabbed him by the shirt and fisted my hand. 


"What's your fucking problem?!" he started yelling at me. He was only able to mumble disjointed phrases. | 
could read from his eyes he was about to cry, too. "Are you the fucking leader? Fucking call someone to 


rescue us, rockstar!" 


| shoved him as hard as | could before starting to go mad. Lars and Kirk tried to stop me but | kept on holding 
my grip on his arm. Luckily for him, the rescue team showed up before | could rip his head off his neck. When 
they finally arrived we were all crying, freezing and getting crazy. What a miserable sight we must have been. 
At least the rescuer brought medical help and a bulldozer to lift the bus. They saved some of the guy | saw 
lying inside the bus and | couldn't wait to bring Cliff out but at the same time | didn't really wanted to know. It 
would have been too painful for | already suspected he was gone. Still a slight hope was trying its best to 
survive in my tangle of thoughts. | started accepting he might no longer be with us when | kneeled near his 
legs and didn't feel like sitting next to him. | was just standing by a dead body and it made no sense. There 
were no reasons he had to die for, that night. It was more than unespected. It was wrong. Why him? Why was 
| still breating? Why was that drunk fucker still breating? Why wasn't he laying under the bus? Because he 
hadn't slept in his bed, nor had |. The cruel joke about it was that I'd rather have died with him than have to 
see his dead body being slowly crumbled. 


| remember feeling destroyed as the bulldozer lifted the bus. Then it accidentally slackened off and everything 
felt even worse. | couldn't help feeling weak and useless. | was angry. Terribly angry. | couldn't even look down. 
The previous night at that time | was laying in bed with him, goofing off while we were cuddling. | still could 
still remember his smile that night and the following one, when he drew the ace of spades from Kirk's deck of 
cards. 

He winked at me and decided he would have slept in the bed next to the window. And so he did.. till the bus 
turned turtle. 


Somebody we knew came a while after the rescue team. They all tried to appease me but to no avail. Everyone 


of us was shocked but | was raving mad and | suddendly realized whose fault was what had happened. 

| won't calm down! He fucking killed Cliff!" | screamed. "Look at me fucker! I'll kill you! | will fucking kill you!" 

| would have torn him to pieces but | could only cry and scream, looking ranting and raving. 

"James, calm down! | can get you're pissed off but it.. it may have been an accident” | looked at the guy 
confused but still mad. "He said.. there was a sheet of black ice, they're not that easy to avoid in the dark. We 
still don't know but sure we.. James! Where are you going now?" 

| was already on my way, refusing to listen to reason | walked up to the top of the hill we slided down from 
and went on and on and on till | couldn't feel my feet anymore. It might be miles. | was almost totally naked, 
tired and heartbroken but at least | would have found out the truth. 


A couple hours of walking after, | finally decided to come back since | had found out the answer | already knew. 


There was no fucking hint of black ice. 


* eK 


After the rescue, or rather, when the nightmare seemed to end, we headed for a hotel our tour manager 
found. Right as we checked in we realized it was just the beginning of an awful night, maybe the worst of our 
lives. Certainly it would have been for James. We were all wrecked but god, | had never seen James in that 
state. | was feeling like shit but | just knew he was feeling worse. He and Cliff were so close.. Lars was 
overwhelmed too, | had never seen him crying that much but still it was nothing compared to what James was 
probably feeling. Cliff was his best friend, his soulmate, his lover. Everything had been took away from him and 
it was just my fault. 


We were drinkers so we did what drinkers do best: drink till we drop. 


We drank to the last drop, feeling mellow and powerless. Forty-eight hours before we were feeling like the 
kings of the world and now we were just looking down from the brink of a dreadful abyss. We were just kings 
nothing now, and facing death losing a friend.. that gave a kick to our lives. Especially to mine. Too many times 


that night | wished for Cliff not to have picked that fucking ace of spades, but it was too late. | was still alive, 


he wasn't. 


By four am. we had started ripping bottles off each other's hands. We were angry and alcohol has almost 
finished. | decided to take a nap, maybe it would have stopped me from doing something too stupid. Maybe | 
was just trying to pretend | was dead. 


| think it was close six am. | started hearing someone shouting. | opened my eyes to sink back into despair. Lars 
was sleeping on the floor, an empty bottle of wine was keeping him company; James was nowhere to be seen | 
headed to the door of our room before getting the sounds came from outside the window. Slowly | walked to 
windowpane and what | saw tore my heart apart. Not even after years | was able to forget the pain | felt in 


that moment. 


The road was empty except for a man who was faltering in the middle of it. His screams sounded much worse 
than desperate, they were pure agony. He was holding a bottle and not wearing much. He couldn't care less 


about the cold and, soon enough, about the rain. 
One thing only kept him going: his piercing voice was strong enough to keep asking to the man he loved where 
he was, though nobody ever answered. His yelping was restless, loud and worthless but still he carried on til 


his voice started to break. 


Tears started streaming down my face once again as James crumbled on the asphalt. 


He's in peace now - | whispered into the darkness. 


